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truly, in the moments of inspiration, the level
smoulder of life is whirled by an invisible
cyclpnic hand into a perpendicular flame
whose point of radiance rises above the his-
torical illusions of past and future. The
exactions of the low levels, which refract and
discolour the true light, are surmounted. "We
shall only see clearly when we look over the
head of our habitual eyesight/' Mr. Koume
declares. This ascent means release from the
tyranny of detail; it means wider view, deep-
er generalisation, the emergence of the sim-
plicity of greatness, an approach to the Divine
disinterestedness. In such a moment Francis
Thompson sang :

One grass-blade in its veins
Wisdom's whole flood contains.
Thereon my foundering mind
Odyssean fate can find . . .
. . . Epitomised in thee
Was the mystery

Which shakes the spheres conjoint,
God focussed to a point.

And in such a moment, Tami Koume, lifted
out of tradition, made the grand discovery,
" We are living! Art should show forth the
purity of the moment in which we reach this
majestic truth ".